The Revolutionists Stop For Dairy Queens 


But we’re tipped & saw 
the place up with AK 47s. 


Blood & ice cream. Awesome! 
With those machines pumping 


out dozens of holes as 
funny as you'll ever see! 


Like fuckin lil white threads 
every which way: Rock n’ Roll! 


Manager, some breed 
of Puerto Rican, pissed. 


Commander listens so so 
thoughtfully. Then donates 


perfect Glock round between 
hysterical spick eyes. 


It’s really nice 
how we can end things. 


